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Author's Notes: 
In this little AU, Danny and Sam are a few years older than now and they don't know each other at the 
beginning. Or do they? 


Inspired by lunab5's story, “The last place on Earth they'll most definitely be". 
Written for Halloween, not finished in time. Admittedly, it still feels kind of unfinished. | meant to make a 
creepypasta. Maybe it's slightly creepy. 


Danny might be somewhat 00C, but then | don't know him in RL so idk. | made Sam's hair long again 


This is fiction - if you don't understand the difference between it and RL, back out now. 


Just a few days' break, Danny had promised himself. His band had finished up a nine-month tour state to 
state, Japan, Northern Europe and back - and he was fried. Being in an opening band meant he got to see some 
stellar shows, but also meant living on a series of buses with nine other young horny, sometimes under the 
influence, often smelly young men. He didn't mind the drinking and smoking - he did his share - other than that 
other peoples’ altered states of consciousness often made him uncomfortable. Showering in the tiny, cramped 


bathroom stall in the bus with a zero water pressure tepid drip was pretty much useless; he made do with 


the occasional motel or roadside service station. Lots of groupies came and went, squeezing more people into 
tight spaces and he wasn't even making double entendres. The bus stunk of sex, sweat, weed and feet. Having 
been a touring musician since his late teens, he was used to it, but by the end of it he started to feel like he 


was being squeezed too hard, encroached upon 


Playing music that was sort of the bridge between metal and rock these days, Danny did not reveal that he 
wasn't as straight as he played it. Even now that would put him on the other side an invisible but very real 
wall within his scene. The easy answer of find a new band meant giving up a steady income and a bit of 
notoriety. Dare he? Escaping from everyone he knew for a little while to get his head straight seemed like the 
only plan 


First things first, he got his kit to his place and then he slept for a full day. There had been rumors of a 
second leg, maybe with a different headliner. No one would know for a few days. ‘If they needed to take a 
break, do it now: Danny jumped at the chance. Nashville, he decided haphazardly. He had never been there, so 
why not? He could fly out the next morning and back four days later and not miss anything important. Easy to 
book tickets for the same. He'd see the sights and have some fun, whatever was local. All musicians should 


make at least one trip to Graceland in their lifetime, right? 


Not even bothering with a suitcase, Danny threw a couple of changes of clothes, hairbrush, only the basic 
toiletries and electronics into an old green backpack and he was off. It was a six-hour flight from LA, 141, 
business class. Yes, he splurged, having just got paid some of his share of the tour proceeds. Coach seats 
were a bitch with his long legs and shoulders wider from the daily workout. Once out of the airport, he 
directed the taxi driver to drop him off in an interesting district with an arty neighborhood he'd read about 
online. From there, he decided he'd just wander. He could buy whatever else he might need and book one of the 
ride aps to a hotel when he'd seen enough. He could always return or see another attraction on the following 


days. 


Alighting on a busy street, four lanes across and cars parked up and down the sidewalks, Danny paused for a 
moment to get his bearings. There were galleries, mostly, and the accompanying restaurants and bars, 
bookstores, furniture shops, antiques dealers, and on and on, which he wandered in and out of for hours. He 
followed the flow of foot traffic a couple of blocks up a gentle slope. Between a two-story blond brick building 
and a darker, much older taller one, was a cobblestone alley. A man turned into its darkened recesses, then 
two more who were obviously together and he followed. It was still day, and the narrow alley seemed to open 
into a courtyard farther from the street. Although Danny did pause for a moment to sense if he was in any 
danger, likely it was safe enough. At the end of the blind alley was another little shop selling a mix of old and 
new home decor items, artistic and rare. Some of the rooms were no more than three paces across, open to 
the sky. Broad green leaves of one of the three trees from the tiny courtyard fluttered overhead, shading the 
lighting amber-absinthe throughout. 


Before a ITth century French vase on a Ming cabinet, modern art on one wall and a black-painted straight-back 
chair opposite, Danny spotted the single man again, now at close range. Almost as tall as him, about the same 
age with dark eyes that ran all over him, chestnut mane twisted up into a manbun, a style Danny himself 


often wore. He'd never seen such a long and asymmetrical face be so harmonious. Between baby hairs waving 


wildly around his forehead and faint scruff on his chin were wide, mobile, pink lips and expressive brows. The 
body was thin, long limbs and big hands, tight ass in tight pants in a style like something out of a 10s disco 
minus the bell bottoms. Features taken in, in a split second, all that alone didn't sway him. The man said 
something in a foreign language. No, in English. His name was Sam but Danny could call him Sammy if he wanted 
and would Danny like him to show him around? He touched Danny's arm lightly. There was something strange in 
the air, like his whole consciousness was stuck in a vat of cooling syrup. From then on, every thought and 


memory slowed to tawny and sweet, sweet, sweet. 


Sam, as it turned out, worked in a restaurant in the afternoons and evenings a few days a week, was a multi- 
instrumentalist musician when his band consisting of himself and two brothers could get work, went to the 
basement clubs that weren't evident in daylight from midnight till morning, and then did it all over again, or so 


he said. It seemed like every block or two, someone would greet him cheerfully. 


Accompanied by Sam's running commentary, the two of them looked though every interesting business up and 
down another street, hand in hand. They kissed on a footbridge. By then, Danny felt inevitably drawn to Sam, 
physically, and he wanted him. In the late afternoon - or was it the next day, or the next? - they sipped bitter 
espressos at a sidewalk cafe with cobalt-colored umbrellas over the tables in a shade Danny referred to as 
what-the-fuck blue and Sam laughingly agreed. When they got hungry, there were restaurants, though Danny 
remembered little of the details, other than that Sam urged him to try some sort of vegan hibachi, as it was 
a specialty at that establishment. They had white wine in one tiny pub, dark Irish beer in another. Around 
eleven all the galleries closed. Rather than see live bands as Danny would have expected, they skipped the line 
to an underground dive with blinking red-yellow-blue neon and the thumpa-thumpa of techno emanating 
through the ground and walls. 


Down in the depths of the club, Sam wordlessly put hands on him, all over him. Not used to allowing public 
displays of affection - and then some - Danny simply let go of his usual guardedness and allowed Sam 
whatever access he wanted to his person. His galloping pulse as they ground on each other was its own 
aphrodisiac. The erection he'd fought for hours wedged against Sam's hip bone; Sam was just was hard against 
his thigh, plying friction. Those fucking fingers took tactile measure of his frame an inch at a time. 


Bits and snatches were all he could recall as day, night, they wandered more streets. They always returned to 
and slept in Sam's one-room studio apartment with its cracked beige walls and kitchenette across from the 
mattress on the floor. Danny suspected the flat was formerly a front parlor of a grand old house, slowly 
decaying. The ceilings were twelve feet high, a broken chandelier hung from the middle of the room, and the 


front window was a floor-to-ceiling bayshaped at least eight panes across. 


Danny supposed that he fell in love, fast and hard. He needed that, the otherworldliness of it. It felt right, like 
something had clicked, or like the magic piece to the puzzle had fallen into place. Like perfection Completion. 
Every other fling he'd had had been carefully underlined in the fact that it was casual. The first long look from 


Sam, with his liquid-dark eyes, had told him it was love, and it was mutual. Danny was welcome to fall as deep 


as he wanted, and he did. 


The physical accentuated it. Even that fulfillment was somehow ‘more’. They fucked five, six times a day, Till 
Danny's balls ached and his arse was sore. As men, they fit together as if they'd been designed for each 
other, flattening Sam's poor sad mattress a little at a time with all the sweaty pounding. This was nothing 
Danny had expected at all, that gorgeous man on all fours before him, muscles bunching and playing across his 
wiry, freckled shoulders, chestnut curls brushing the back of his neck, ass pushed up as he pushed in. There 
was nothing more meaningful in the entire world or in all his life but the aura surrounding them. Other times, 
Sam topped him, exacting with condom and lube, so cute in that precision When Sam kissed him and rolled on 
top of him and wouldn't let him turn, Danny found himself on his back not knowing what to do with his legs. It 
had never worked well for him, like that. Then Sam was not just in, but making himself a part of Danny. It took 
time, because well-lubed and well-prepped he still had never been invaded so deep before. 


It was, once he got his ankles locked around Sam's waist, the most intense sex he'd ever experienced. The 
rocking and thrusting and Sam's fist sliding between them, up and down his erection while they kissed and 
watched each other's faces slayed him like nothing he'd had. That, Danny did recall. And, bathing each other by 
candle light in the clawfoot tub down the hall after. The view two stories up from the front window with its 
gauzy light blue curtains. After a couple days they didn't go outside anymore. There was plenty of alcohol in 
the cupboard, and apparently Sam had pizza delivery on speed dial. Sleeping, waking up, fucking again, lying there 
just Touching each other till they could get hard again. Sam so long and finely-muscled, not exactly posing for 
him but aware of Danny drinking him in. His hands were constantly all over Danny's body, or his mouth was, 


like he'd never get enough. 


For no particular reason, Danny snapped back into the present, naked and cross-legged on the mattress. They'd 
been talking about something, nothing important, jazz records from the 40's and one of the nearby galleries 
shutting down. A cold feeling of dread ran through him like stale adrenaline: disorientation, the sensation of 


being lost. He was ravenously hungry. "W-what day is it?" Danny asked stupidly. 
"The fifth of June." Sam shot him a quizzical glance. 


"Shit! Shit, shit shit!" Danny realized that he couldn't remember how many days he'd been there, or how he'd 
got there to begin with. On a plane, right? He found his backpack on the floor along the wall by the door and 
dug through it, barely recognizing his own things. There was a wallet (his, thank god) and plane tickets in an 


outer pocket. Departure date was June fourth. Danny swore again, having no idea what to do next. 


"Do you need a phone?" Sam asked from somewhere behind him. For only a second, Danny sensed danger, like 
he was about to be smashed over the head. But he turned and Sam looked at him placidly enough. Danny's 


cellphone was dead. Miraculously, there was a land line next to the door that he hadn't even noticed. 


It took a while and some deep breathing against the panic before Danny could remember any useful phone 
numbers. He called his agent's office, got voice mail, tried some other number from the message, got quite an 
earful, got put on hold, and finally, instructions on what to do at the airport. All the while, Sam stood leaning, 
naked but relaxed against the kitchen sink, watching. 


"So, you missed your flight, huh?" he asked when Danny finally hung up, feeling guilty over possible long 


distance charges. 


"Yeah.. by a day! | don't know what happened." Danny began to dress. He did have some idea, now; it came to 
him a little at a time. "| - we - fell in love, maybe. It's been a long time, like since | was 20 or something, that 
I've felt like this about anyone. You know.. the head over heels, ditch your friends, ditch-work-just-to-be- 
with-him sort of thing." He could barely stand the thought of them being apart. 


Sam made an indeterminate humming noise that might have been agreement or just acknowledgment and looked 
away for a second, then back. His eyes showed the distancing that was about to happen. Three full days, parts 
of two others and Danny realized he how little he knew about the other man, really. He hadn't even heard him 
play, despite the black, hard plastic instrument cases under the window. An acoustic guitar, a bass, the biggest 


might be a keyboard. 
Hell, all his nascent plans for this stay were blown now. So much for Graceland. 


"Lost yourself" Sam's voice was one more wake-up. Milwaukee? Detroit? What was he doing in what some 
would consider the South? Why did he live in this run-down hole in the wall? Why was the large, mainly 
bright-orange canvas they had met in front of hanging on the wall? 


"| guess that | did" And now, he'd lost the feeling. It simply drained away, leaving a faint affection for a former 
lover and the hope that no embarrassing photos would appear online. Sheepish, Danny gathered his few 
belongings and dressed. Shoes felt foreign; doing up his jeans and belt punctuated the end of intimacy. 


"Well, take care." Danny moved to the door, already planning to catch a cab as soon as he could spot one. The 
two of them hugged awkwardly. Sam was still naked, standing in a sunbeam with dust motes and incense 
floating around him, so tempting, like his physical beauty had perfected itself in the past ten minutes. If he 
hadn't let go quickly, Danny doubted he'd have been able to at all. Home was only an instinct. 


Down on the street, the mid-morning traffic was thin. Funny, Danny hadn't noticed before how many of the 
storefronts stood empty and how the paint peeled. He hoped he wouldn't have to walk for too long. 


Fin. 


